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we can't live on your traditions which formerly meant absolute
poverty and complete self-denial"

"Just because you don't conform to the traditions of high society,"
Sagami retorted.

"Why, what do I do that is not becoming?" Okiku kept at her
enemy.

"Your 'Red-Hair' clothes make my head ache. And you go out with
the master, walking side by side in the street. The respectful, disciplined
and refined lady never does that, she always follows him."

"But what can I do? It's his way. He wants me to walk by his side.
What am I to obey, the conventions of high society or my husband?"

"He is not your husband, you are a chambermaid,"

Okiku reached for her pipe. She spoke slowly but distinctly: "All
right, it doesn't matter. Since I love him so much, I don't care what
you say or what you do, if it is for his and Shinko's good. I clo every-
thing to please them. But if you don't like something he does, I wish
you would speak to him instead of blaming me for it."

Sagami stared back. Then as she approached the screen, she shook
her gray head vehemently: "Unimaginable in high circles! Your smok-
ing is another one of your evil habits."